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Lars couldn't believe it had been three weeks already. Three whole weeks since they'd lost Cliff. It still felt 
surreal. It still seemed as though it had happened only hours ago. Though the physical pain had dulled and 
nearly subsided, the emotional pain was far from gone. 


Everyone seemed to think that Lars was numb to the situation, which was far from true. He had buried 
himself in work to keep from snapping. He had taken the weight of the band upon his shoulders, knowing it 
would all come crashing down if James was making the decisions. Lars's poor friend was still reeling from the 


loss of yet another loved one. 


All three remaining band members were recovering in different ways, it seemed. Kirk spent a lot of time alone, 
reading and meditating. Lars knew that he was still feeling it deep down, but he was healing, slowly but surely. 
Lars himself, of course, had his work to help him stay distracted. James, though, spent his time drinking. He 


often came home a total wreck; sometimes angry, sometimes crying, sometimes happy and seemingly unaware 


of what happened. Though he called it "healing", Lars knew he had a problem. 

Some nights, though, especially in the past week, James stayed mostly sober. And nearly every night, he had 
been finding his way to Lars's bedroom. He would pad in unsurely, softly calling, "Lars?" When Lars responded, 
he would say no more, only crawl silently into bed with him. He never made any effort to get closer, only slept 
on the other side of the bed. Lars didn't mind the company. He knew it was a step for James anyway, even if 


it was a small one. 


This night started mostly the same. Lars had nearly fallen asleep when he heard quiet footsteps enter his 


bedroom. 
"Lars?" the soft voice asked. It was dripping with insecurity, Lars could tell. 
Lars shifted and turned toward the doorway, where a tall figure stood. "Yeah?" he mumbled. 


James walked into the room at the sound of Lars's voice. "Can | sleep in here?" he asked quietly. His voice was 


still uncertain. 


Lars sat up slightly. James usually never said another word. "Yeah, of course," he replied. He moved over a 


little to give James some space. 
James walked over quickly and was soon buried under Lars's covers. "Thank you," he mumbled. 
Lars laid back down. "Sure, man. | don't ming," he replied softly. 


"I try to sleep by myself, but it's just.really hard" James sighed. He pulled the covers up closer to his chin 


and turned to face Lars. 
"Yeah, | know. | have a hard time sleeping at all lately," Lars whispered. 


James nodded. "So do |. l-l just think about..about, uh, Cliff" James sniffed. Lars swore he heard a break in his 


Voice. 
"Yeah, me too," Lars mumbled softly. He could tell his friend was about to finally break. 


James didn't answer, but Lars could see the pained look on his face as he tried to keep the tears back. He 
sniffed again. 


"James? It-it's okay to, um..." Lars trailed off as he felt his friend's quiet sobs begin to shake the bed slightly. 
Though he tried to leave him, Lars found it harder and harder to just watch James. He soon found himself 


moving closer. James must have sensed the movement, because he was soon huddled against Lars, mumbling 


things that Lars couldn't understand. 


"I miss him too, Jamie. We all do. Just let it out," he said softly, trying his best to comfort James. 


"Why'd he leave me, Lars? Everyone leaves me. My mom, my dad, and now Cliff? He said we'd always be 


friends." James's voice was shaking. 
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"He didn't want to leave, James. He'll always be with you, y'know," Lars said softly. He could hardly stand to see 


James so broken. 


"He's still fucking gone. Everyone leaves me and one day I'll be all alone." James's sobs continued to rack his 


body. 


Lars held onto him tighter. He felt as though he was trying to keep James from falling apart, and it felt like 


James was holding onto him for dear life. "James, that's not true. I'm still here. I'll always be here." 


"Don't say that. You don't know if it's true or not. You could be gone one day too, just like everyone else I've 


ever loved," James whispered. His voice was both bitter and heartbroken. 


Lars shook his head. "I do know. I'll always, always be here for you, min skat. You don't ever have to worry 


about me going anywhere, okay?" 


James nodded slightly against his chest. And then, he burst into more sobs. Lars held onto him as tightly as 
possible. It felt as though he was trying to make his promise more true. 


After a long time, James began to calm down. He slowly looked up at Lars with bloodshot, tear-filled eyes. Still, 
Lars thought, those blue eyes were gorgeous. "Lars?" His voice was still weak and slightly shaky. 


"Yeah, James?" Lars gazed back down into James's eyes. 
"What does ‘min skat! mean?" James asked softly. 
A smile touched Lars’s lips. "Its Danish. It means ‘my treasure'," he whispered. 


James's face broke into a genuine smile, the first one Lars had seen in weeks. "Oh," he mumbled. Lars could 


nearly hear the blush in his voice. 


Lars reached down to tuck James's hair back from his face. "I'll always be here for you, min skat," he 


whispered. 
James looked up at Lars again. “Thank you, Lars. | believe you." 


"Good. We'll get through this together. | know we will. Its really hard, but | know we will," Lars mumbled. He 


pulled James closer. 


James found a spot for his head in the crook of Lars's neck. He sighed. "l-I think we will, too." 


And it was that moment that made Lars certain that everything would really be okay. 


